i8o                      AMONG THE DRUSES

were not the will of God.    Nothing happens outside
God's will.   What can I say?'

Luncheon was presently served us in one of the still
intact rooms of the castle. The room was a jumble of
chests and furniture and draperies piled pell-mell. The
meal was simple; pieces of lamb broiled on spits, eggplant
salad, and a great bowl of clabbered cream which was
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passed from hand to hand with one huge silver spoon
which we all used in turn.

On the wall was the framed portrait of a powerful
and dignified Druse elder. It was Thoukan. Atrash,
father of Sultan Pasha, who had been a sort of giant, a
a man of enormous physical strength, famous in both con-
ference and battle. Sultan Pasha spoke of him with
pride. "This I cannot remember," he said, "but my
mother told me. When I was a baby only one year old,
the Turks came, and my father, holding me in one hand